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The rye was ripening. It ought by rights to
have been cut this Sunday afternoon, for he
will have to be at the farm all, to-morrow and
the day after, but in Janne's mind is a curious
apathy. It won't be falling yet by Wednesday
and he can start in the morning then. Always
best to begin a job in the morning and get
properly down to it.

Half-past two in the morning. The dawn is
red on the nprth-east horizon, but it is an hour
yet to daylight. In the Toivola living-room the
wife is asleep, snoring with her mouth open, and
the children, in pairs, are also asleep; one sees
naked little buttocks and arms. Janne alone is
awake. He moves warily so as not to wake the
family. He curses in a suppressed hiss when he
holds his milk-flask to his nose. Unwashed since
he last used it, it gives forth a sickening reek.
He looks again at the sleeping woman. He had
again forgotten to tell her last night to wash it,
and without telling she would of course never
remember a thing like that. Janne smiles a
crooked weary smile and goes to fill his flask.
The funnel is missing, and how is he to fill a
flask from a pail without a funnel! He is out of
the living-room now and can swear freely. Using
a soiled coffee-cup he laboriously fills the flask.

Next, bread into his knapsack. Against his
will Janne is compelled to admit that the store